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tives are scattered like largesse. But the entrance of
my two young friends put an end to that, and what
with the cares of hospitality and the roaring sea of
their companionship, on which I soon found mysell
adrift, I said good-bye to my tender melancholy and
fine phrases.

I call these guests "my two young friends" as if
there were whole generations between us, whereas
a really elderly person, casually surveying us, would
lump us all together as contemporaries.  We are not,,
however, and the difference is significant.  They are
post-war (one of them is still up at his university
and the other has not been down long)  and I am
not, and very often they contrive to make me feel
as old as I frequently try to appear in my more
responsible  compositions.   Last   Sunday they  were
in  magnificent  form.   They  had  been walking  all
Saturday, and had managed to cover an odd ten or
twelve   miles   that  very   morning.    They   bellowed
their news and stretched themselves in my sitting-
room, sang and splashed in the bathroom, and then
came down to put away the lunch of six.   My bottled
beer went winking down their throats.    My coffee
disappeared   between   two   epigrams.     They   filled
their youthful and aggressive pipes, blew out great
blue clouds of old matured Virginia and young raw
satisfaction,   and   then   accompanied   me   into   the
garden, where we lounged and smoked through the
afternoon.    We watched the sunlight fall upon the
ripening  pears.   Across   the   lawn,   the   seven-foot